4 The Bent Twig 

Mother was putting the baby to bed for his nap - not the 
baby-sister—she was a big girl of five by this time, hut 
another baby, a little year-old brother, with blue eyes and 
yellow hair, instead of brown eyes and hair like 'his two 
sisters’. And when Mother stooped over the little bed, her 
white fichu fell forward and Sylvia leaned to hold it ha.'K 
from the baby's face, a bit of thoughtfulness which had a 
rich reward in a smile of thanks from Mother. That was 
what began the remembered afternoon. Mother's smiles 
were golden coin, not squandered on every occasion, Then, 
she and Mother and Judith tiptoed out of the hedioom into 
Mother’s room and there stood Father, with his I’nitersity 
dothes on and yet his hair rather rumpled up, as though 
he had been teaching very hard. He had a pile of papers 
m his hand and he said, “ Barbara, are you awfully busy 
just now?” 

Mother said, Oh no, she wasn’t at all. (She never was 
busy when Father asked her to do something, although 
iylvia could not remember ever once having seen her ?dt 

d ? no ’ not evcn for a minute!) Then Father 
sard, Well if you could run over these, I’d have time to 
have some ball with the seminar after they're di united, 
ese are the papers the Freshmen handed in for that 

SfivS S o q fTh r M °, th ,ff id ' ‘‘ Sl,re could,'" or the 
equivalent of that, and Father thanked her. turned |»dith 

kJow wh^w f lght ‘ sid f U P a « ain s<> d«ick that she'didn’t 
taiow what had happened, and left them all kumlmm w 
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BOOK I 


IN ARCADIA 

OHA IT HR I 
SYLVIA'S HUME 

Lock most happy childhoods, Sylvia's early years lay back 
of her in a long. eheerftd pr«K-t*ssi«m of featureless days, the 
outlines of which were blurred into one .shimmering glow 
by the very ndianee <d their sunshine. Here amt there 
she remembered patches, sensations, pictures, scents: 
Mother holding baby sister up for her to kiss, and the fra 
prance of the baby powder the pine tiees near the bouse 
chanting loudly in an autumn wind her father's alert face, 
intent on the toy water wheel hr was setting for her in tin! 
little creek in their held the beautiful sheen of the pinl. „Uk 
dress Aunt \ ictoria had sent her the fool; of lies toother's 
steady, grave eyes when she was so sick the leathery smell 
of the hooks in the l mm.ity Library urn* dav when she 
followed her father there the sound of the taut panning 
tin the low, slanting roof of her hrdroom these were the 
occasional clearly outlined, hiight culturd ii)uumialintt> 
wrought on the burnished gold of her \tmtty httlr lifr, 
Ihtt frotii her seventh hitthday bet mentor h*-, began to have 
JH*I t| 4 «n fivi.% ifitiitv, rriiiriulfrt’fsl 411 

whole scene, a whole alfetnonit, j„-,t ;r , it happened 

*lhe lust of these mu t have marked the jui'ang of .ottle 

..o}'!M.*e«| melttat milestone, lot thete was ti..fhim; afotif 

it to set si apatt flout any one of a bundled aHeruonu. ft 
may have been the hist time she looked at what was alwwf 
her, anti saw it, 
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